KABLOONA
reply. A white man, having no answer, would have stood up
and fought. Not so an Eskimo. He got up after a moment and
slipped out of the igloo. His igloo, This made it more un-
bearable.
Straightening up out of doors, he stood still. The night was
black. He felt sick inside with an animal sickness. Something
indescribable had happened. This world in which he had lived
and hunted his whole life long, was tottering. He strode to the
other end of the camp, and crawled into Akyak's igloo. There,
without a word, he sat down. Akyak was alone. She looked at
him and wondered what the old man was doing in her igloo
when he had guests at home. But she asked no questions.
Casually, she picked up the teapot and poured him out a mug
of tea. He drank it at a gulp, and then said suddenly:
*Inut-kooK — el am an old man.'
Astonished, Akyak protested vaguely; but he was not listen-
ing. Already he was on his way out.
When, later, he got back to his igloo, his friends had gone.
His wife sat alone, scraping hides.
Days went by, and life at the camp continued as before. The
old man went sealing with the rest. But those words gnawed at
him unbearably. Had he been able to reply to them instantly,
he would have been delivered of this load on his heart; but the
load of which he had not on the instant unburdened himself
he could not now shake off. Bowed over his hole in the ice, he
brooded. If he had been able to kill several seals in a row, he
would have resumed his place as the great hunter of the clan,
and it would have been his privilege to speak mockingly to the
younger man. Butfate was against him. He missed seal after seal.
Bit by bit he changed. The burden was there, tormenting
him, weighing him down, taking possession of him like a
cancer. And there was nothing to do about it. He was afraid
of the younger man now. Besides, he was an Eskimo, and his
thoughts were not to be revealed.
The day came when he would no longer sit with the rest
in another Eskimo's igloo. While they laughed and feasted, he
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